manager even if he was clad only in a pair of swimming
trunks. A sleek, black-coated manager would have been
more appropriate to the occasion, but I must do the
best I could with Koche.

I ran down the steps to the beach and started across
the sand towards him. At this point, however, there was
a disconcerting interruption. Skelton, hearing my footsteps
on the stairs., had looked round the edge of his sunshade
and seen me.

'HeyF he called over. 'Haven't seen you all morning.
Are you coming in the water before lunch?3

I hesitated; then, realising that there was nothing else
for it, I went over. Mary Skelton, who was lying face
downwards on the sand, turned her head and cocked an
eye at me.

'We thought you'd deserted us, Mr Vadassy. You've
no right to trifle with the kiddies5 affections like that. Get
into your swim suit and come and give us the dirt on the
affair Clandon-Hartley. We saw you talking to him through
the writing-room window after breakfast.'

'No finesse!' complained her brother. 'I was going to in-
troduce the subject gradually. What about it, Mr Vadassy?'

'If you'll excuse me,' I said hurriedly, CI must have a
word with Koche. See you later.'

That's a deal!' he called after me.

Koche was talking to Roux and Duclos. Evidently the
quarrel of the previous night had been forgotten. I in-
terrupted him in the middle of a disquisition on the virtues
of Grenoble. I was tight-lipped and grave.

'Excuse me. Monsieur, but I should like to speak
with you privately. It is rather urgent.'

He raised his eyebrows and excused himself to the
others. We moved a little away.
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